women and a man were kneeling in the dust under the
dare-palms a few yards away, deep in prayer, with open
uplifted eyes and moving lips.

"Never heed those," the saint said quietly. "You are
from The City and wish to speak with me? Do I know
you? Something in your face is familiar."
He sat beside her; his voice was exquisitely gentle.
"I was one of your flock once," she said.  "I am the
daughter of Acacios, who kept the bears at the Circus,
My elder sister was Comito, the actress. I'm afraid you'll
remember her. She sent a lot of her lovers to break up
your sermons during all one winter; she did not like your
doctrines/'

The saint smiled. "You are Theodora, then? What
happy times those were. Is your mother alive still?" She
shook her head. "And Comito?"

"She married a wood-merchant; she lives in The City
still."

"And you?" the saint said, "are not married, but in
mourning, and very sad. I will show you that I
remember you. You won a little prize, for repeating
hymns without mistake; a little blue locket. Do you
come for counsel with me?"
"Yes, Father."

"Tell me everything. These people here know that
you come for help."

"I have been a sinner, and am punished and in sorrow
and know not what to do."

^"You know that you have been punished for sin?" the
saint said. "You may mistake the natures of sin and of
atonement. You were in the theatre?"

"Yes, Father; after you had left The City. I went
to the Imperial Ballet School; Comito got me in; she
was a great success, you may remember."
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